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country in a satisfactory state of defence is not overlooked,
and that whilst some yawn or snore, he is awake and alive
to our danger, and has the patience and force to go on
insisting upon his views. May he long be spared to put
these sluggards to shame!

I have not attempted, and do not propose to give, any
account of the Coronation ceremony. I will only say that
the great privilege of having attended the Sovereign on this
memorable occasion is one of the proudest "Memories" of
a long and busy life.

Although I will not endeavour to describe our life in
London, or our many visits during the period after my
retirement, I must include here, among the pleasantest of
many pleasant memories, a visit to the Palace at Ely during
some gloriously fine days of the summer pf 1904.

Our friends Lord and Lady Alwyne Compton, whom we
met at Castle Ashby in chapter xii., were now at Ely,
where his Lordship the High Almoner had been for
many years the distinguished Bishop. The heat and noise
and bustle of London had been almost insupportable. To
those who are interested in our great Cathedrals, the stately
grace of Ely must be well known. As one sat in the after-
noon in the cool beautiful building, and listened to the
impressive service, with its solemn music, it was difficult
to realise that one was still in the same world as that
in which the busy morning had been passed in noisy
London.

The Palace itself, with its spacious rooms and rambling
picturesque galleries, had been arranged with all the artistic
taste for which our hosts were renowned, and was full of
books and pictures and choice old furniture. The place had
some interest for me, for here, in the eighteenth century, had
flourished my great-great-great-grandfather, Bishop Butts, and
here, had been married my great - great - grandmother, Ms
daughter, to Archdeacon Stedman, a Chaplain to King
George the Third. I learn from the < Dictionary of National
Biography' that the Bishop was a prelate of the times, and